











Claudia never complains, either. Both she and Sandra are favorites 
with everyone because of their good will and even tempers. All the women 
get on wonderfully with one another; in fact, contrary to expectations, since 
there are quite a number of them, and all are more or less prominent, 
they are friendly, even affectionate with one another—no cliques, no 
quarrels. Fellini pampers all of them, with the result that each one feels 
equal to the others, and, because their presence pleases Federico, they 
are pleased, too. 

With each shot Fellini changes the actors’ places, putting La Saraghina 
next to the priests, or Signora Carla with the father superior. Little Guido 
keeps his head down while his brother, at the end of the car, waves his 
hat in greeting. 

The lights are handled in an unusual way. At first they are very weak; 
then, at a signal from Gianni, they are turned up to normal brightness 
and then farther, until their intensity is blinding. 

The stagehands thrust thick poles under the supports of the platform 
on which the car is built. Six to nine feet apart, they mark off the whole 
length of the car on either side. Using the free ends of the poles as levers, 
the stagehands rock the entire platform so that those in the car really feel 
as if they are in a moving train. 

At nine o’clock, after thirty hours of smiles, a complete insanity: we 
are going to shoot Guido and Claudia leaving the movie theater. There 
is only one take. It would be uneconomical to book a whole night for it, 
especially since we are not going back to Tivoli, but will shoot it here at 
Scalera’s. The little staircase with the iron railing that goes down to the 
courtyard from the seamstresses’ workrooms completely satisfies Fellin1’s 
needs for the scene. The camera makes it possible to isolate a given element 
of a set, and present a very different impression of it from that perceived 
by the unaided eye. 

As soon as Fellini calls his final, “Stop!” the camera is taken down 
and away. It is already dark. Perfect. In an hour we shall have finished. . . . 

Shall we? How much longer is it going to take me to learn that in film 
making everything is always far more complex than I can imagine? 

Almost all the open space at the foot of the stairway is filled by a 
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